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tical experience in re-
moving wrinkles, fll-
ing out kollow cheeks,
and

juvenated
BB]U operntions  described
and illustrated ina 150 page book on

TWENTY years' prac-

yeforming noses, ezrs
mouths. These

Dermatology, sent semed to any address
for 10¢, with & sample size cake of

¥'s FAOIA

00DEB :
i and complexion,

w
mn'g:e’ logist
by a Dermatologist.
o:mnt'by waik, 3 cakes for L.00. If
vou have a skin blemish or disesse or de-
formity of any kind, call or write in con-
figence. Jobn H. Woodbors, Dermato-
t, 125 West 421 st., N, ¥, City. Con-
jon free to all,
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Invented

SELFISHNESS OF MOURNING.

The Hypocrisy of Parsding Ooe's Grief in
Public.

The infliction of gloomy apparel on
the public—whom wa do not know. and
who do not know us—is u violation of
the gpldenrule. Fashions in mourning
stationery, maourning head-gear, in
meurning livery—what a hollow sonond
they have! Does “‘mounrning” help to
Yeep alive the memory of the dead?
Possibiy. to some; but wha of the dead

would care for memory thus perpetu- |

gted associated with somber imagery?

S0AP for the
Sold by druggists

And must it be written that “movrning |

‘becomes” some people. and that it has

‘boen worn boyond even the fashionable | sent the Uloots lewping through mmy
period for that'reuson? What sense of  veins, My pace gquickened. “To lipe!

grief, or the sacrednesz of sorrow, or
the solemnity of death is conveved
when a rosy-cheeked person enveloped
in craps comes 1nio a street car laugh-
ing apd chattering with a eompanion?
15 it mo! travesty” One cannot hops

J tha

that the aped, acoustomed to the usare, |
will abandom it at omce: if it enses their |

grief to so display it, who would forhid
them, who have lost 50 many of their
iife frients? In the wery old thore is,
if anywhere. an approach to appropri-

| youngz manought Lo possess with which

ateness in dHe wearing of at least !

partia! dlpek. But the disenrding
of oxcessive mourning display
well e yo brthegoung and middle-
argldic E?g&ﬂ'ﬂyﬂi‘.‘t"ﬁm nat have chil-
¢ SPIEELE aftfiope and” joy, mas
guéspdingtin‘the hucs of deati.
dfiﬁl' thejr lives* more itifan nature
M_t[wm?! In all but the.very ajed
it seepas us if some apgropriate abserv-

may |

x . nat always -this. “but'eor “ii” fo mar
Vhy |

 arm-of  mine=this dead member of my

anceinnecklreas. theavearing of gravs |

snd brovwns. sto.. rather than any gay
eolers. swere 55 far as-we conid safely
go witheuvtanflieting our grief en ol bers.
Andlif-we are any more tempted to for-
get our grief or join in the dance, can

we unt safelyidenve those tHings 1o the |

heart? What copduct s above
proach that dées not emanate there-
frem? Away with ‘hypecriky in grief,
25 in apything-ele! H ovr friends
rally avound us sooner and begnils us
more quiclfly from the temporany,
natural shack of ‘death. from a.lenely
vigil with death.tofwhich we have
beund ourselves, vill 1t not be better?
The Irssom of death hes been often
preached 10 be xglse 'ready. And ta
thaut end let ‘the, sorrpw-stricken work
yet more diligantly while it is day.
There'is no tra®r balm forferief than
ecli-sacrificingdwork forothpers. A relic
of burbarisim, perpetnating the spirit of

sonlp, tontoired his fHesh. put asheson his
head. starved _made night huieous with
wailing and bvsgnz of droms—Ilet uy
gently divest ourselves of this custom
of wearing esntiresbilack . for the dead
and see if theavorld wiill not be brighter
dn spirit s welbas brighter to the eve.
=—Lippincott's.

SPRING TRIALS.

Hhe Ferennial and Pestiferous Tramp
Agnin.

They wera hf.,a-.-u\fkanin;:. and the
earpets were ou’btheilline vard, when a
genteel.  welldressed  well-educated
gramp came along and invited himself
Loeat.

“If 1 give yousomeidinner. will vou
ehalee those carpets?" askerd the lord of
the manor. who'had staved home from
dis business to meve the furniture
wround.

“1 will inrieed, sir,” responded the
dramn.«in English. He spoke latin
mnd tiregk inan eqgually finent manner.
¥le was given an excnllont dinner from
the top of a fleur barrel. which he nte
slandine —not the mreel. bot the din-
ner. When he hatR Gunished off with a
'ui'l of alear, refreshing hvdrant water,

ie folded his tent like the
ellently stole away
house stole after him

“Sea hers, my friend. vou sajd vou
would shules those carpets.”

“1 did, sir ™

“Did what?”

“Shake them.”

“Why. you never tonched them! Mow
dare you H

“Soft, me good sir. Methinks vou
are not familier with the lungaage vou
epeak. If vou ‘shake' a man, it menns
that you rive himithe go-by. The wome
with carpets~unferstandes vouy™"

He dodged a billet of wood and disap-
peared inio the unknown. while his
kind entertainer went back to hant in
the debris for the di tionar)y .—Detroit
Free Press.

In Fashinu,

Lare capes, fasMioned much ke
window models, t
Fokes and collars, have mac
pearance. Tike many other o
kon's fashions, long before they are ve-
guiredi. These capes are very hanpd-
bome, indeed. especially those which
nre only garnitured with expensive ent-

The master of the

with veil

et arnaments and fringee.  Some cost-
¥ Freach capes have yokes and collars
of geld and jot wet, dotted with
eaibochons, and a few models are fined

thronghout with rows of jelted gala
In stripes falling over the cape fn
the voke Aseffpctive s fushic
§s the waist of tartan silk that tones
well with the dress skirt, The tgtan
= cut on the cross 6 the fromt
yoke, and in the back the
drom shimrider to bolt
smutton s ecul on

Mail.

natilpe

is n
reach
The full leg-o™

the bias

folds
Chicago

Personul Daintinees,

It seems almost & liberiy to talk of
personil daintiness, Dyt o many women
seem to think it takes such oot
to keep well groamed. that | want to
reiterate the contrary fact
Frt a chance

of time

Take one's nails

or in-
stance: five minutes o " hesn
them in perfect order N X hig
skin arcund the odpes ol
with a damp towe] evy cash
sonr hansls L
morning, and o thus
thing to the contrary notwis -
there is ne polisher so the
Jiount of Venus ot the boww of vour
thumb. The best s

vy the flogl this

poish

re- |

|
|
|

{ laid it compassionately about her neci.

Arab and |

t

asoftenas 1

" eyes gazed tendérly into mine, then a
the duys when tie mourners shaved his !w a whisper of endearment; and

. DEAD YET ALIVE.

The True and Pitiful Story of a
San Frapcisco Leper.

The morning was bright and bracing,
the air stimulating as a glass of cham-
pagne. 1 was walking down the street
to business with my mind in a whirl of
hapuy thoughts. As I turped into San
| Francisco's leading thoroughfare and
jolned its surging tide of life, rushing
onward at full speod, 1 scanped each
passing face in search of one which\bore
the happiness reflected upon mine

Humanity in cvery guise was hurry-
ing to their various occopations. Some
were sad, others gay. Many were fol-
loweg by the grin phantom, care. Few
leoked genuinely happy. Thoogh borne
eslong upon the humao wave, I was
apart from it—in an ideal world of my
own. “With what cruel force it now
cowes back to me. I hove lived it over,
ah! so many times—and now again it
| confronts me—that glad day of my sor-
row-stegped life. Agzin I am walking
down the street in a happy reverie;
again I see a sweet face, lit up by a
pair of great, tender, brown eyes!

hand in mine—ibe hand of my little
Jess—oh, Gind! is there no mercy for
such a stricken wretch? Slow, het
tears well into my eyes, while memory
with bitter insistence holds up to my
vision the mirror of the past. Of what
was I thinking? I was thinking of my
little love and the promise shie made me
take the previous night. The thought

to live alwaya!" I mentally eried. With
#o koen a senre of sivength and evhil-
aration, what ip there in life to egual
pracious gifts of love and
youth? T then fell to wondering if all
the to-morrows of my existence would
b as thet day, as my happy yesterdays.
1 tricd to banish the nervous forebod-
ing whioch crept in and poisoned my
reficctions.  Why allow anything to
trouble me? Did I not have sil thata

to begin {{fe—robust health, a luora-
tive positiin in a great firm with a fair
prospact of aivancement, the respect of
my employers. sod.last and best of all,
wy honny Jess? 'But agy arm (is there

the “greatest  ploagures  of _life?)—this

anatomy, is oy greatestisource of un-
easiness. “Before father tost his fortune
he lookime» through Eorops in scarch
of medical'aid. T*was-treated by sev-
eral physiciane, but’ my.malady baflled
thein, and-father was finally obliged to
return to America with me uncuref.
How :strange that I should heve lost
thesuse'of my arm from the moment
that'l fell from-that tree in the garden
of ourhomg in Honolulu. I wasonly a
child-at the time. Since then years
have come and gome, yet it'still hangs
belplossly by my side.  Well, to humor
my'little fimncee, 1 will consult a physi-
cian tgmmorrow. J
. AJE thot day- I worked with- a vim
until the time of closing, and when
evening came I went bo see my darling
Jese.  As 1 entered she laid her daioty
bepd, -with its short erop of sunny
bropze shair, against my breast and a
littig Wappy sigh of content broke from
her. Ever and agzin her soft eloquent

thet was al], for wo had no need’ of
words. At parMug she followed me to
the door<iufl, raibiog my helpless ‘am

Her luminous eyes shone into mine with
& look of appeal, which T understood,

“l promisc, little one, | promise," ¥
murmoured passionately, and with o lin-
gering caress we d. i

Was there of all God's ereatures one
as blessedd as 12 And now what am [?
Dead! and yet alive—within sight and
sound of the world, longing for its joys
and pursuits, bot.dfettered by the most
hideons fate of which the hnman mind
can coneclve,

I kept iny promise to little Jess, and
the followipgg morning repaired to the
nearest hospital to consult its medical
advisers, e head physician made a
carefnl examination and, after the
usaal formyla, bromght in two of his
fellow prectitioners and T was again
examined. < They then retired to an ad-
joiaing room for consultation. Seon
after they reentered. But why did they
repurd me with such gruve looks of
compassion? What could it mean? 1
was perplexad—vaguely uneasy.

Iir. Norris bralee’ in npon my conjec-
tures and io serious tones said:
*Young man, | fear our diagnesis of
your case will be a terrible shook to
vou. 4Are you man saporh to meet it
bravely? Have vou strength to face
what may be a erushing blow?"

“1 trust 1 have, sir,” I replied, with a
sudden comraction of the heart.

*It is my painful duty,” he said, *to
inform you that there can be no oure
for your disease; you are afflicted with
h'p\'oﬁ!'."

“Leprosy!” | gasped in a tone of in-
eredulons horror,  “Leprosy! leprosy!”
I repeated.

For the moment my brain refused to
grasp the revolting significnnee of that
word, 1 gazed binankiy at thé solemn
i fcomsmen I secmed to

Agzin I fee] thie clasp of a warm little {

| no!

| declared; “had I been a leper it would
have been discovered when 1 was a res
ident of Honolulu.”

“Our decision is unalterabls,” an-
swered the head physician. “We would
spare you this pain if we could, but it
is impossible.” :

“Mercy ia always possible. For the
love of God, give me a day's graee, a
day's respite.” My voice broke in &
great sob, and as I noticed the sét de-
terminati
1shed and I sunk into a chair spent with
waord, and then the thought eame of my
litile sweetheart, to torture me afresh.

that she should believe me faithless, &
sconndrel. Better anything than the
truth. 1 determined to send her a mes-
sage stating that I had been called
away on business, and then to change
my pame, that she might never dis-
cover that the man she loved and wonld
| have married was that thing accurded
'of God and man, a leper! 1 could never
soe her swoet face aguin, nor ever hear
her low, tender voice. She might come
to me only in dreams. My little Jess!
my lost love! only a short time ago
| since you were mine, and even now you
would shrink with horror fromn such a8
thing as 1. Yesterday a happy man,
and to-day a leper. Yesterday! golden,
mocking yvesterday! Must its remem-
| branee follow me through sll the days
and months and years of my dead youth?

My bitter reflections wore broken; my
kearse was at the door. "Was it not a
hearse, this wagon which was to bear
me to 2 living tomb—1to cut me adrift
frem the endearing ties of life? Death
wes more merciful than this. The dead

{ rode in their carrlages respectfully un-

consclous—but I rode on with every
nerve quivering with anguish. The
whoels rattling upon the stone pave-
ment sang in my esrs: ‘‘Going to the
grave—to the grave forever." In the
street children mocked moe with their
merry volees; the sun flung upon the
blue dome above its royal banner of
light: birds sang jubilantly; happy
faccs passed me, and flowers bloomed
on every side. The air was redolent
with perfume, It was spring in Cali-
fornia, and all pature was glad; but I—
T could not partake of it. ‘T was young,
and [ was old Grlef tonched my mind'
with age, while youth imperiously as-
serted control ovar my body. We
reachgd: the outekirts of the city at
last. The-hillsides were covered with
blossoms. Perhapsif 1 weys to tonch
them they might wither in my hand.
But po, they were of Heaven, and
would not shrivel esen in the hand of &
leper. {
I was shut in my tomb among ths
lepers. The world and its joys were
left behind.~ The pitiable wretches—
sharers of my miserablo lot—seemed as
if they weére bound in a heavy lethargy.
Upon their {nces was an expression of
mute resignation. They sat listlessly
about in =" apparently uninterested
manner. Mponentering my new abode
i ghrank from them wi' h an irrepressi-
ble shudder., Butithey 8d not appear
to notice it, thongh I am sure my coun-
temapee must have betrayed the hot re-
bellion' ragivr Finmysonl. Wounld Iever
be like that loathsome object who sat
huddled in a gloomy corner of the
room? ©Oh, Gad forbid! Send death in
any form but that—to sit and wait for
the " inevitable approach of dacay, to
know as the leaden-footed years drag
by, ene must reach the stage where the
flesh gradoally drops from the bones
and nothing remains but o living mass
of putrefoetion. Horrible! Horrible!

| [ rashed wildly into the open air; T tore

open my shist; my brain and heart felt
as if they would burst with the agony
which conramed mea. My case attract-
e the attention of the journuls and
they, with my employers, demanded an
investigation. So it was finally de-
rided by the board of health that T
should be brought before them for a
thoraugh examination. Were it pioven
that I wasnot a leper, I might retura to
the world and thelove of little Jesa. If,
on the contrary, I must be sent back
here—but 1 dared not think of that.

The day dawned =t last that was to
decifle my fate, and I was taken before
a formidable array of physiclins and
strippel.  They rggarde@ my fine
breadih of ehest snd strong limbs with
looks of astonishment and sdmiration,
and eritically inspected moas they would
the noble proportions of u blooded ani-
mal. Istood before them like a mur-
derer In the dock on his last day of
grace. In vailn | tried to banish hope.
It crept through my mipd like a par-

that repulsive thing which all humasa-
ity shuns. It told me that I might
again go into the world a free man—
free! to marry the girl I loved-—{ree! to
hare a home, and little children, and
the pleasant duties which filled the
lives of other men. [ tried to thiok of
the other side of the picture, but ah,
I had not the strength to contem-
pinte that. No vision of the tnferno, or
the hideous pictures palnted upon the
brain of a drunkard in the frenzy of de-
lirium could equal the thought of be-
poming a leper. 1 gazed entreatingly
into those somber countenances—bub
their faces were impenetrable masks
from which I could read nothing—

! | pewer of motion. My
body was like a heavy dead weight—my
eveballs seared with the hot tears which

" t fall—and in fiery letters bo- |

¢ reeling vision was the awial
“leprosy.”

d the
yonto

r, “ithat 1 am foreed to se
the leper

ward st the post housg
At last! my num bed sensibilities were
roused.  “Doctor!” T eried in & voice

which shook with emotion.
so lost to all semse of justice
as toconsign me to a living
iat do you know of leprosy? Have
rer trealed it? What right bave
to cast me among lepers?

toth

“Are yon
r mersy
death?

fraternity. Youmay err
igment,. What then? Muat

tatin there to court the loath-
infection” The meanest of God's
ercatures ought to be treated with more
humanity.  Yon might s well plupze
my body and soul into tho siysses of |
Beil—it could not eause me greater |
agosy.”

I paused

|
The

panting for breath.

| museles of my neell stoodout lke whip- |

| sords: the sweat of agony cozed from

rering body, und the doctor in
a cold. hard voice replisd: “We were
prepared for this; we expee i 1l
3 terrible blow W
U CONrse.

dutyt

wiand”

“lam pot o jeper,” I empbaticalir |

{ thirovgh a rigid exa
| announcod to the b

notilieg. During Dr- Buckley's exami-

! pation he run & pin into my hand and

arm
“Do yon feel any sensation?™ he

queried. “None whatever.” [ replied

in a stifled voice. and stepping asida

with an ominous look

I'r. Jomeson, of Hogze

opinion that I was not o leper.

“Not a leper.® Oh, thazk the good
Godl  The exclamatio
broke from me—my heart beat with
suffocating strokes ss in a dream 1 saw
the face of winsome Jess; but I was
madely awakened by the hard volcs of
tke head physician, 39nou i
measured tones that the board
rided that T was afflicted with
Every wornd fell vpon my heart
and through a great dissance, whieci
sounded to my nomboed senses moffled
85 a voioe from a sepuicher. I heasd Ur
Jameson pleading my cause. flestoutly
declared to the wise men who had coo-
demned me to a living death ¢
not u leper—that he had spent

treated the disense for many years was
familiar with every phase of the mal-

| ady; that it would be almost impaossitle

from the mere snowlodge 0 e Fained

from books to wholly comprehend the | ™

fearful scoarge, and that one must have

the actunl esperieace of conetant

practice In oxder to Jdetect it In it
eariier stages. He urged them W
further consider the matter before

thrusting me where | must soom ocon-

tract the loathsome disesse—and closed 1 Ram's Horne

| P -

weith an

upon their faces hope van-
exhaustien. THey left me without a |

VWhat wonld become of her? Better

rotic and whispered me that I was not |

n involunta™ly | o

I was |
he most |

of his life mnong lepers, and having |

dcom to a leper's ward a young max
who stood upon the threshiold of a

t career.

They histened with respectful atten-
tion to his remsrics, but their eonvic-
tizn was not to be shaken; the mighty
board bad declared against me. I was
eondemned, isolated The fire of yonth
was in my veins, Lot a heavy eclirse
would darken all my days. The phy-
]n:!ein.nn solemnly filed past. Some

shrank by with sverted looks; some |
| gazed 3t me compassionately: another i
quickly brushed = tear away, bot I |
| seemed apart from itell, as though I |
- bad suddenly slipped out of life. i

The doctsr who pleaded my ecause
| came wp to where I stood, a statue of
despair, apd mutely shook my hand.
| “Idid my best,” was all he said and
fhmilypaﬁi-dca to hide the tears
| which came into his eyes. 1 made no
response; words struggled to my lips,
but were chofed in my throat. All had
now left me.. ] wondered vaguely if 1
should awaken from the trance which
chsined mwe to the spot, and endeavored
to think calmly, copnectedly, buj res-
son fell back appalled.

Through the mist which encompassad
mel saw o women mpproaching with |
an expression of pity upoa her fender |
countenance, an cxprossion such as the |
woman who mourned 23 the feet of |
Christ must have wora. Euddenly, lilee
the mocking ery of a demon borea up-
on me by an ination maddened by
suffering was the word leper—leper!
It burnt upon my brain, it swam before
| my eyes; the air was henvy with sighs
of the unfortunate outeasts, and a voice
whispered elose at my ear: “Do not
ollow that pure woman to touch you:
you are unc.eap! Unclean! Accursed

Bhe came to me, and throagh a rain
of tears drew my head down and rey-
erently kissed my brow.

the frozen apathy which held me ina
vise was dispelled. and with a hoorse
ery of anguish I fell prone upon the
floor. : /

After a while some one roused me,
sod 1 was taken bagk to that dread
abods, the leper ward. My doom was
sealed, my hopes laid low, but, unlilke
my wreiched companions, [ could not
asccept my fate with stoical indifference.
I chafed inwardly st the restraints im-
posed upon  me by law, and I dreaded
the confinement gnd the association of
lepers. How long would it lnst? How
long would Fhave strepgth to face this
deatlr in life?

of God!" ]
|

persen in the
world whom
he eared to
talk to, and
e vet Stephen
Langdon was a most nunhappy men.
The demon of jealousy had taken
possession of him and held him fost.
| 1t did not take much to put him in this
| condition, poor fellow—all too con-
| scious gs he was of personal defects. In

| his own mind bhe magnified his ugly
| whimsical face and ungainly figure

into something quite repulsive, and
counted for nothing the pair of wistful
blue cyes that rested just pow so re-
sentfully upon Monica Leigh. That
young lady was pouring forth warm
preises of a mew acquaintance, whose
travelers' tales seemed to have excited
her imagination a good deal

“Only think!" she was saying, “he
dug for gold in California at one time,
and evidently found lots, thongh he did
not say so: and then he became & cow-
Loy, and had the wildest adventures!
| I wonder if he wore a red shirt and a
slouched hat, like the people with Bui-
falo Biil? I wish I had asked him. I
assure you it wasquite delightful to hear

The haze | him talk: so different from anpything

which enveloped my thoughts vanished, |

one hears here. What is the matter,
Stephen? Is there no sugar im your
tea?”

“It is all right, thank you. Pray, is
Mr. Grant to be our moral and mental
food for the next week or 502"

] think you are v2ry unkind. You
always say I take sudden fancies to
people.  You onught to be glad to see
me interested in anything. I am dull
enough as a rule!” This in a deeply in-
jured tone.

Monica alwavs maintained that she
had done with the vanitiesof life, only
she forgot this very often when any
new interest or amusement came in her
way, and she nsually took them up vio-

The hero of this narrative—William |
Horn. of Honolulu—who for & time was |
supposed to be unjustly detained in the
leper ward at the San Francisco pest-
housze, and whose case exeited the sym-

tualjy proved to be a leper. Young,
handsome, well conpected, and upon.
the dawn of 2 bright career, he was the
mogt rebellious subject that ever en-
tored the doors of that institution. In
spite of the verdict of the board of
health he clung to the belief that he
waus free from the taint of leprosy. The
maiady grew :slowly upon him £nd he
apnmmf?:i sound as anpyone, but after
the lapse of a few months pustules
broke out upon the arm which had so
long been insensible to feeling.

Carrie Chevalier, o young and comely
widow who had been sept to the pest-
house asanurse, was frequently thrown
in contact with young Horn and a
warm {riendship sprang up betsveen |
them which ripened intolove. She was
the one whose kiss had comforted him.
When ' forsalen by all she read the story
| of repressed anguish in those sad eyes,
| and with rare sympathy sought by
| every device to dlvert his mind from
the scourge of which he was the vietim.
He at first struggled to overcome this
growing and, as he fancied, hopeless
| aitachment, but day by day the charm
of her championship, her sweet woman-
liness won upon him, cheering and sns-

be sustainedtor comforted again.
image of ‘“little Jess,” his first love,
who belonged to that other part of his
existence—dead beyond recall —gradu-
adly came to him only es a half-remem- |
bered-dream. Every throb of his heart

| was for hys ministering angel, whom he

ndored as a.-dnﬁ;teo might tive fnnge of
some saint. en she Desumnd aware
lof this adaration she resolved to re-
| nounce the world . for him.  He remon-
| wtratac with her upon the . rashness of
y yoomng her fateweith thsts lepor, but
as her resolution was not to be shaken
| theydetermined to escape from the pest- |
| house.

In order to carry out this plan he
wrote to bis father, o well-to-do mer
shant of Honclulu, and 33 soon as he |
secured the gecessary funds, with his
heroic nurse be escaped at night from
the hospital They have never been
peen or heard from since.—Lee Bascom,
in Detroit Free Press {

- |

|

HE GOT EVEN.

| How a Car Driver BEetaliated ona Gevern.
ment DMgnitary.

A Broadway ear

toward the post «

. |
ame bowling along !

« ope aflernonn re-
cently when the slush and mud in the
streets was an inch or two deep, A well

! enown federal office halder stond on the

downtown ¢rossinge at Harclay street

He had 3 woman wit

|  Asthe cir approached he put up his |
hand authoritatively., The driver me- |
tioned that 1 stop at the upper

as the rules preseribed
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pathy of the entire community, even- |

taiping him as he had pever hoped to |
The |
| Leigh sat listening tothe two in a more
| than nsually absent manner. Presently

| his

him R
|

I tra

lently forashort time, In spiteof this,
she impressed no one with asense of

| fulseness, for she believed absolutely
| all she said of herself at the moment.
| Not really pretty, she nevertheless had -

a great attraction for men—a faot which
she stontly denied—and her delicate
| complexion, graceful figure and pretty.
well-dressed fair hair, made a more suc-
cessful whole than many & prettier girl
| could boast of.

Her mother and herself, according to

| their own account, lived on the pension

' allowed to the widow and daonghter of
a captain in the navy; but the shrewd
better halves of naval and military men
shook their heads and scouted the idea,
as they ~emembered the dainly gar-
ments, the pretty artistic rooms. and
the constant hospitality to all eomers.
Their curiosity was, however, success-
fully baffled, and her acquaintances
never gumessed to what strai's Mrs
Leigh was often reduced.

Ome person only knew the real state

| of affairs, and that person was Stephon

Langdon.

He was a lop:ly, unsocinble man
when he made the Leighs’ acquaint-
ance, with no belongings of his own,
and just enough of this world's goods
to scrape along on, his health not al-
lowing him to take up any profession.
Moniea's bright smiles and ready inter-
est came like n gleam of sunlight into

| his life, and, having taken him up be-

cause no one else did, she had ended by
feeling a sincere friendship for him.-
On this bright summer day Mrs

a though’ seemed to strike her and she
asked:

*1s this man rich?”

“] really do not know.," answered
Monica, with whom such practical
questions weighed littlee *He was
well-dressed, and talked of his horse,
and of shooting and yachting, s0 he can-
not be a panper.”

“That wiil be no drawback to his
charms,” growled Stephen. *“He must
be a bumptions, conceited cad to talk so
much about himsell”

Moniea turned indignantly upon him,

| but at the same moment Sarah opened

the door, annonncing *“Mr. Grant,” and
a pléhsant-looking, dark-brown sort of
a man cntered the room.

“I am in luck to find yon," he ex-
claimed. bowing over the hand Mr< |
Leigh extended to him. “Yan are cer-
tainly more comfortable here than in
the heat ontside.” Tle spoke in a low
caressing voice, constantly smoothiag

thick mustache. *“Miss Leigh, I
have brought the sketches you wished I
to see, but 1 really had forgotte s how |

v " and he handed Moniea
cli- bowale
a 1o remember!™

she

|

o men howald and then Grant
by Monica o describe the
vhile Langdon planted him-
he fireless hearth He aoted
with growing wrath how attentively ;
Monica listensd to Grant's deseriptions
wald but acknowiadge to himsel{
the latter was by 0o means onst-
tive. There was 3 sense of repose |
about him, in his slow uiteranse aad]
3

o
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gontle manoer, that scoorded
sis tales of an actuve adrventoroms lifc,
s hoarers feel that thers
re of him to know, apd some- |
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s keen eve of jealousy remarked
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ure the kipdly beown eves
o Moniza 28 shie bent overthe |
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i he= ross ta depart, apologiz- |
et for oerine made s |
own performances the sole sabject of
couversalion

“You have been most (nteresting.™
ssid Mrs Leigh “Maonica, 1 am sure,
Agrusta would be charmed to meet Mr.

| Ham
Wiaa in luve,
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¢ from titie %o time, and with | ‘°F%

Gract. Mr friend, Mizs' Winton,
been a great travelor, and I am sare
you would ind many subjects in com-
mop. llow shall we

pose you were 10 join us.atdinrer le-
morrow, quite sans ceremmonie.
Winton has promised

Grant accepied rcagerly, snd Lang-
glad

When Grant hadidisappeared, Moniea
turned triumphactly 1o Langdor, say-
ing: “Now, Stepben. you caunct find
anything to say sgainst’ my latest
fancy! You mustaacknowledge that he
is interesting and mice. I don't belicve
you listened to a'word Le said. Yon
really look as cross as two sticks”—
this with « friendly pat on the shoul-
der. “Now, 1 must go amnd see if ]l can
find some ribbon to maich my blue
dress. I want to wear it to-mormow,™
and she r#h gayiyiout of the room.

Stephen stood looking moodily out
upon the sea. till. strack by the nnusual
silence, he turned to look at his com-
panion, and was scrprised to sce her
with her handkerchief at her eyes.

“My dear Mrs. Leigl,” he said,
you not well?*

“Woll?” she said.
very ill. The wicked: impertinence of
the lower ciasses is geting serious! My
butchor enme liero this morning to ask
for a sum of mouney. which 1 am un-

“are

“No, I am ill—|

vplenipotenliney and di
seniatives st the court of Vienna and
several other eontinental courts  Pose
sessedd of inunense rovenues and vass
landed estates, the onler ks divided inte
five lafgnes o branches. one of which

| isin France, one in Anstria. one in En-

gland, cze in Italy and one in Spain.
At the hezd of each one of these
langues is a balll. or chief prior, whe,
in the case of France, is the vouny
dule of Orleans, his deputy being the
duke de Maaehy, of the illastrious
i honse of Ds Noailles In order to be-
| long to the onder it is necessary to
prove gectls blood on the paternal side
for sixteen generations back, and on

ent. 1 told him this politely, and
ndded that in a very short time
adairs wonld be more settled, and that
ke should then be paid at onece. Would
you believe that he simply raged, and
said he must have his money? Sarah
got him to go somehaw, bhut | have
Been quite upset ever since.

e

) 1l

{ortunately not able to pay just at pres- |

my |

The in- |

! the orider by renson of the mesalliance

the maternal side for eight generations
—that is to say, gentle blood, untur-
| nished by any pleteian strain.

It is astonishing how few members.
even of the grandest nobility of Europe,
i are able to fulfill these conditions, and

! even the duke of Norfolk. the promier

peer of the British realm and the head
of the ancient hine-bloosded homse of
Howand, is debarred from admission toe

of oue of his ancestors. In England
there sare  only some two hundred
kuights of the orderof St John who are
entitled to wear ts peeuliar uniform,
which consists of 2 searlet coat with
black or white facings. acconling to
the rank of the knight in the order. (a
the golden capulets and on the batto

are embossed tie Maltese cross, sur
rounded by & crown of thorns The
swond belt, too, is embroldersd with a
goliden crown of thorns. The trousers
are white with a broad gold stripe. The

“YOU LOGK A% OROSS AS TWO ATICKS.™

gratitude! After [ had lent his wife |
books whon she was ill, and even went |
ooee to sce her!”
Langdon looked grave.
“Can you not give him .artof his|
money?" he asked. “That would keep |
him quiet.™ . |
“Impossible, Stephen, quite impos-
sible. Monica must have s new hat |
The one she has js disgracefnl."”
Stephen, wlien he lefi that night,
slipped a sovereign into Sarah’s hand, |
thongh he knew that it would pay for |
his rival's dinner on the morrow, 1

Six weeks later Monica Leigh and |
Stephen Langdon stood on the eliffs,
deepin conversation. Langdon wasonce
more pouring out his love in hot, pas- |
sionate sentences, and pressing Monica
to be his wife. |

“The force of my love will teach yon |
how to love me, Moniea!" he eried, |
almost piteously. “What are yon made
of thut I ecannot touch your heart?
The last time we spoks together _\'-r!.l|
almost gave mo hope, atd now von seem
further off than ever! What is . that
has changed you? What has come be |
twecn us?”

Then Moniea answered gently:

*I have been wanting to tell you, Ste-
phea, but it was so diffienlt.  Cuthbert
Grant asked e to marry him yester- |
day, and [ have consentil, But that
will make no difference tons, vou know,
You will always be my dear friend and |
brother.” |

“So my dream is at an end! The
more fool T to dreamn it!  Look at me,
Magica; yon love this man? Ay, I sew
vou dol Then I suppose all that is left
to me is to wish you loy!™ and Lel
laughed, miserably. I

Next morning Langdon wisited Mra. |
Leigh at her own request and found |
her radiant.

“Y suppese Monlca has tald you her
pews, Stephen,” was her greeting,  “1
am more pleased than | can say. | have
made inguiries amd find that Cothbert
is really quite rich. They are to be
marricd in & fortnight, as he is obliged
to sail for Inilin then, and wishes to
take his wife with him. And this is

what 1 wish to see you about. [ don't
waat to be abliged to coufess that | am |
& littie short of monev wfore they are |
married—it wonld be like asking hum
"o buy the troossesy.  Will you lend
me sufficient to ea me aver the wed-
ding? I ask yon knowing how !
fond vou areof my d ‘hild, and loak-

e
smile of his
tationehip was to be played
ter the ened.  Bat {-
fer. She must 20 10 her husband free
of obligation, and he gave a promise,
the fuilsillment of which would leave

beggared in meaos as he alresdy |
|
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A fortnight later and Momica stood
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dream ot
hat the sanre
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;e frre e |
Steady! here shie comes™ bhe said ta

be salked, beightly, look-
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s heed plmont swam with
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turned spd flad, passing out ¢ ife |
{orever _
Hicks —"*The Kbhode island Ea) ‘
have decided that the fatner has 1 ‘
right 0 pame the abr hat
yor: Lthink of that Mre Hicks—'1
think Saode Tsdand = abesst the ssnall-
iu;‘nhu n the - N ¥ Tises
— |
| —Teaclirr—"'How marcy senss spe |

there?" Bobby Tucker— "Five " Teach-
or—"That is right What is your hesrd
maised for, Bennie Blonbumpes?' Bew
pie—"Flease ma'sm, hers bevs besa
cleven cenpuses takes o far.™

“IT IS IGNORAN

EFFORT.” TRAINED SERVANTS USE

SAPOLIO |

CE THAT WASTES

hat is of the ordinary cocked species,
adorned  with short, blaek ostrich
feathers, and the mante] of the order s
of binck velvet lined with white satin
and with n large white cross an the left
shoulder. The badge of the order. worn,
around the neek appended toa black
ribbon, @asists of 0 white Maltese cross
surmountesd by a erown. while in the
four corners formed by the bars of the

| cross are gold lions in the case of the
| English langue, fleur do lis in that of

France und Spain, esgles in that of
Austrin snd u Gteek cross in that of
Italy., This is the one decoration in
Europe which cannot be conferred hy
the favor of any soversign, but which

| van only be cliimod #s u right by those

whose genealogical antecedents are in
striet necordance with the reguirements
of the statntes of the association.  The
order constitutes o badge of blue bload,
and as such is antique in its kind and
regarded as o socinl brevet thronghout
the old world —PhiladeIplin Press

—TTow Those Giirls Love One Anothe
er —Ethel—"1 have formed the habit
of singing at my work.” Maud—"How
you must hate it —Truth

—Insuranee is n_ thoughtful provisiom
for the unfortunste snd the firebug.—
FPuck.
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STATEMENT

Of the Condition of the

Wichita National Bank

Made tothe Compliralier of turrea-
cy il the Cluse of lin=iuess,
May dth, 1895

RESOUROES,
Loans and Discounta. §625 153,15
Bonds and Stoeks... 2130151
U.S Bonds........ 50,000.00
Ileal Estste, #3000 00
Due from U, S ..., 2,250,060
Overdrafts L1s6 1N
Cash and Yaxchang-. 21554055

sem mee®

§054,080.22
LIABILITIEA.
Capital.... .... ... .3250,000.00)

Surplos .....-.. voe BN
Undivided Profita, .. L7744 55
Cireelation. ... .. wee A5 00N 00

D&‘lmlh.... sonsnen £37.311.495

$un4 im0 24

Correct, C. A Warken Cashr
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